g                      JUDITH PARIS                      PART

1 Old woman 1' he cried,   4 Wake up I    Wake

up!'

But she would not wake. What must he do?
The child must not be left here in this bitter cold :
he could see that it was very warmly wrapped,
.Every preparation had been made for its coming*
Poor woman! Poor Mrs. Herries! Died in^chiJd-
birth maybe, and Herries himself dying in the
next room. Strange end to a strange life!

A tenderness seized him as he looked at that
thin childish face, those thin delicate hands!
What lovely hair she had! Herries had Joved
her, they said, almost to madness*

Well, someone must be told, Herries* son,
David Herries, at Uldale must be told. Someone
in Rosthwaite village must be fetched. But he
could not leave that child there to start its melan-
choly cry so soon as he was gone* No, he could
not. Very delicately for so dried and rough a
little man he picked up the child, wrapping round
it its warm bedding. Were it warm enough it
would not suffer. They were hardy children in
Gauntry's world. He was pleased that the child
did not cry, but lay there in his arms contentedly.

Then he went out, down the stairs, across the
courtyard, led the horse with one hand, and so,
followed by the hounds, crossed the little bridge*
He knocked on the first cottage-door in Ros-
thwaite. An old, wrinkled woman opened it, He
told her of what he had found. She exclaimed
something incoherently of witches and warlocks;
another woman came, they chattered together,
i wo men joined them.